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Summary: James and Lars each talk about why they love eachother. 


He can't sing. Hell he can't dance either. Actually now that | think about it, he has a hard time keeping a kazoo 
in tune. 


His hair is always in a crisis. He is incapable of staying quiet for more than 30 seconds. He constantly 
complains and then complains about why people claim he complains so much. And then he has the balls to 


disagree with the fact that people say he complains, while complaining about said people. Yea, he is the spoiled 


rock star that they make him out to be. 


He's the pickiest little shit on the planet. He's never satisfied. Well that's not always the case. And he is a huge 
show off. He has all this extra gear on his drum set that he hardly uses because god forbid someone has a 


Toy that he doesn't have. 


He nags, he bitches, he moans, though honestly the moans aren't always a bad thing, he's twitchy, and he likes 
Diet Coke.. With artificial lemon! Okay so that last one wasn't a complaint as much as it was me being grossed 


out by diet sodas. 
So with all that said you want to know why | love him? 


Well.. | love how fidgety he is, even though it can definitely be irritating! | love the fact that he is always up to 
something. | love the shit eatin grin he gets when he has an idea. | love the way his eyes twinkle when he tries 
to look serious, or when he keeps a straight face and says "I should sing on the new album." If you have ever 


heard him sing "Wonderwall" you'd laugh at the idea too. 


| love the way he looks at me. His hazel eyes have a way of knowing something, even when | tell him nothing. It 
used to creep me out that he could read me so well, but now | find comfort in it. | feel secure when | look in 


his eyes, and | feel loved. Which is something that | never really felt until | was with him. 


| can't help but smile when | see his hair in the morning. The way it's fluffy and messy in the back from his 
head being against the pillow or me, but in the front its moist and spikey from his sweating the night before. 
Do | have to explain why he would be sweaty at night? Good, didn't think so. 


| love the way his lip juts out when he pouts. It doesn't matter what he is pouting about; not getting his way, 
having to get up, going to a photo shoot, the list can go on, but it's adorable every time. | even love when he 
bitches, just because he looks so sexy. | usually cave in to what he wants, | know he's spoiled, but | don't mind 
indulging him. 


| love the sound of his voice. There is something soothing and arousing about the sound of his accent. 
Sometimes when we are together I'll just let him talk, it's not like he needs me for him to have a conversation. 
| love his accent when he says "Fuck me," or when he tells me he loves me. Yea, call me a pussy if you want, 


but there is nothing better then hearing the person you love say "I love you." 


| love that he still wears the brown leather belt that | bought him for his birthday/Christmas in ‘82. It was all 
| could afford at the time, and it's probably the lowest quality belt known to man kind, but he'll wear it with 
his twenty dollar jeans or his twelve hundred dollar suit. 


More than anything though | love feeling his body next to mine. | love the way he feels inside me, and | love 
the way | feel inside him. The only thing | love more than that is when | hold him like | am now and he looks me 
in the eyes and says, "I love you, James." His hand creeps down to my crotch, there goes that shit eatin’ grin | 
mentioned. 


Despite him bein' a pain in the ass. He's worth it. | love this man. 
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He isn't perfect, and he doesn't try to be. He's stubborn in the weirdest ways. He's the only human being that 
can, with one look, make me melt or make me scream in anger. He can piss me off faster than a rabbit can 


multiply, and he knows it. 


He doesn't care how he looks. And he sure as fuck don't care how people look at him. Or at least thats what 
he wants you to think He acts like this supreme bad ass that will kick your teeth out through the TV screen 
Though that's not how he really is. 


He always has to seem like he is in control. And he looks like a dork when he smiles. 

But these are the prices of love. And to answer your burning question, yes | do love him. 

| love that he will wear the shirt | wore the night before just because it's mine. | love that he still wears the 
twenty two dollar shades | bought him for Christmas in ‘82. They break every four to six months, but he just 
goes and spends the forty dollars to get them repaired. | love that he won't buy a new pair. 

When | think about it, | suppose | love his stubborn streak 

| love the way his passionate blue eyes flare when we fight about songs, and | love the vibrant laugh that 
comes when he tells me he was joking. Yea, he can be the asshole that they make him out to be, but he isn't 
that asshole all the time. 

| love the way his hair looks when | brush my fingers through it. 

| love that everyone sees this hard core son-of-a-bitch that can't be broken, but when we are alone in bed 
he will cry on my shoulder and tell me all his secrets. | love that he trusts me enough to show me that 
private side. 

| love that he acts like he has total control over me, even though this is not the case. | can't say he's my 
bitch, but | can't say I'm his either. | love how he acts so dominant when he is with me, but in the blink of an 
eye he'll let me over power him. Sometimes sexually, other times mentally, but either way he trusts me 


enough to let me do it. 


| love his dorky smile when | sing or try to sing, | do it to make him laugh. | even love his dopey grin when | 


wake him up with a lick and a kiss. 


| love the way he looks at me when he holds me like he is now. "I love you, James." | say as | smile up at him. | 


slide my hand down to his crotch and he groans, followed by that dopey grin | look up into his pale blue eyes 
as they become bright with love and lust. 


Yea, he can be an asshole, but its worth it. He pulls me up for a kiss, and as our lips touch there is only one 


thing | can think. God | love this man. 


END 
So tell me..Good..Bad..Ugly? Let me know 


